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Acre SCENE I 
An Aae in Cranky” ; Hue 
Enter Cecilia. 
Cecilia.. 


Faruus! Srl as pray: come ofit=—] 
fear he'll 85 ſome miſchief there—Pa pa ! 


Enter Crank) "7 


Ga. Ah ba! upon my ond very wi 
very pretty indeed. 

Cecil. Pretty! ſay elegant my dear papa 
—ſhew me ſuch another concert room ou 
have ſeen Drury- lane at an Oratorio? 

Cranky. Not I, chill. 

Cecil. If you bad you muſt indifortably, 
nay, certainly wou'd « NG that I have fitted 
| ke 
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out my little room in a far ſuperior ſtile. —A 
ſtranger wou'd imagine nothing inſular cou'd 


pothbly-produce ſuch an effect but the taſte 


of a Crnelly. 
Cranky. Ay, like enough child, like enough. 
Cecil. Ah, my dear papa, what inexpreſſi- 


ble delight it rr ive you, if you had 


but a little taſte for muſic. 
Cranky. Why, I have Cecilia, 1 have a ve- 
ry great taſte for muſic. 

Cecil. Indeed! 


Cranky. Yes Lhave indeed s for I ſtopped 


upwards of two minutes the other day in 
Lincoln's-Inn fields, liſtening to the man 
playing on the little fticks. 

Cecil. Oh! Orpheus defend me! 


Cranky. I like a good ſong, or a good tune 
upon the fiddle; but at your confounded 


concerts as you call them, they ſet up ſuch a 
roaring, ſcraping and Piping, "that confound 
me if I can hear one for the noiſe of * 
other. 
Cecil. Ha ha! ha! but my dear Papa, If 
I could but hey upon you to ſtay at 
to-mght. 
1 I can't, child, it's club night. 
Cecil. You'll de infpived with ſuch a * 
ko. 
© Cranky. A g ol. ſong and a bottle, "that's 8 
my zuſto—T am an Engliſhman, Cecilia 
1 like an Engliſh ſong, and had rather hear 


the ſimple, ner ois ſtrains, of an honeſt tar 
in praiſe of a Rod ey, a Hood, or a Drake, 
than all the ſqu Illi ii concertsof Italy. Oh! 


gu), 


.Q te 


KK me I 4A x 0 + 


2 . „ ane. 


ur 'SONTN:LAW. 7 


girl. ip” you was but to bear a ſong at our. 


club! Sete 
Crril. Over a Bottle Gr, (iron y) 
Canky. Ay gil, over a bottl 
Cecil. Bd 1 ſo charmi ing loud and 
rong, ſir 
Candy: well, now hut I want to ſpeak to 
more (crious ſubject. I am inform- 


ed Ri ave an acquaintance with a Mr. 


Bouquet a hop merchant. 
- Cict, Hop merchant, fir ! there's not a 
finer grnlewan about town than Mr. Bou- 
2 th 
: Cranky. Like enough 
but my old friend Vmegar, the wine mer- 
chant, tells me there is not a greater cox- 
comb. about town, than this Bouquet—his 


father was a Frenchman I find, fo he's a fop 


by inheritance. _ 
"Cecil. I wiſh! Mr. Vinegar would mind his 
own affairs. 
Candy. So he does, ſo he does child-—he 


has acquired a. noble fortune by i 


tion of Port and Madeira. 
Cecil,” Making Port and Madeira you mean, 


fir ; he's an officious, impertinent, buſy old 


miſchief: maker. 

Cranky. He's my friend, girl. 

Cecil. Sir, your child's enemy, never can 
be your friend. Mt. Vinegar talk of Mr. 
Bouquet! Mr. Vinegar is a mechanic, but 
Mr. Bouquet | is a gentleman, and Kcorns to 


do a thm 
* " Ba Cranky. 


I never ſaw him; 


| 
| 
| 


a in his vis-a-vis, like a Venetian ambaſſador ; 
to- morrow perch'd up in a high phaeton 


* 
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Cranky. Time enough for him to com- 


mence gentleman, when he has gathered the | 


plum from the tree of induſtry—'tis then, a 
man ſweetly enjoys the fruits of his labour. 
Cecil. Yes, fir! and by the time this 


plum is ripe, be without a tooth, obliged 
to mumble the fruit like old Maas any 32 
Cranky. She loves him; I ſee that, (aſide.) 


Harkee, child, take my word for it, Bouquet 


will never be worth the kernel of a green 


damſon— ! am told it is nothing with the fel- 
low but Ranelaghs, Pantheons and Operas. 
Cecil. Well I like him the better. 
Cranky. To-day, I am told, rattling along 


peeping into the peoples garret windows— 
now in his powder'd gown like a French bar- 
ber, 'and then you ſee him ſliding down the 
Mall in a pye-ball'd coat—buckles from the 


 ſhew-glaſs in Exeter Change, and the face 


of a waiting-maid under the hat of a Pruſſi- 


an trooper. 


* 


Cæcil. Believe me, fir, Mr. Vinegar's outre 
deſcription of him is a moſt monſtrous cari- 
caturz—He judge of a gentleman that's as 
old faſhioned as a viol-de-gambo !—-with a 


voice as diſſonant as the uniſon duetto of 


two ballad fingers !—he judge of a gentle- 
man, with his narrow ruffles and twelve grey 
hairs ty'd up in a roſe bag! e 
| Cranky. You love this Bouquet then? 
Cecil. I do, fir; I frankly own it. 
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Cranky. Well child, I like your candour, 
you ſhall go with me into the. ceuntry; child: 
and I warrant, there the ſweet revolutions of 
the ſeaſons will eraſe him from your heart. 
Cecil. Ah! dear papa, never, never. 
Cranky. Cecilia, I tell you this -I love you 


approve of Mr. uet's addreſſes until he 
forſakes faſhion and 
his hop- ya: ds in Kent, and his country -houſe 
in FO 

Cecil. Indeed papa, you are extremely 


cruel to - me—my foul is never poſſeſſed of 


the ſweet idea of my lov'd Bouquet that 
| you don't ſour my temper with old Vinegar, 

and when I fondly imagine every obſtacle to 
my happinefs removed, you throw a hop- 


pocket in my way, and cut off my darling 


hopes with an odious ſymmery Ax. 
Cranky. You know, child, I mean it all 
Ea ns Nr FI 
Cerccil. Oh fir—yau'll yet repent your un- 
kindneſs to your poor Cecilia — now for a 
teraphic ſtrain to ſoften, then leave him to 
mah it e 


$: 0 N G. 


7 ho' ſweetly breathes the ſmiling ſpring, 
T ho! gentle rains the flowers bring 
And hawthorns buds ſo gay; + 
In vain deicend refreſh w'rs, 1 87 
In vain peep forth the inn flow'rs, 
For my true love is far away ! 


Ay 


41 


as a parent ſhould, and therefore I never will 


„and returns to 


* 
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Tho blooming ſpring to ſummer yields 
And promitd daiſies Faint the fields, 
And ſun-beams gay play; 

The funny beams could never impa 
A ray of joy to this fond heart, 
For my true love is far away, 


e . 
Z j 7 ” 
* 


| Should plenteous harveſt bleſs the plains, 85 
And golden crops rejoice the ſwains, IF 

And ſweetly ſmelling hay ; 

. Tho' all around is blythe and glad, 
Cetcilia's heart alone is fad, | 
For my true leve is far away Loh 
5 | [i. 
Cranky. Poor Cecilia - yes, yes, ſhe loves 
the hop merchant—'twill break her heart if 
{he don't get him, poor child (weeps.) Pſha 


| _ what an old fool am I!——Tll fee this Bou- 


quet, perhaps he is not ſo bad as my friend. 
Vinegar repreſents him. I'll ſend for him, 
and if—well, I'Il fay no more till I ſee him. 
No, no, my child muſt not die of a braken 
heart——TPI ſend for him who's there ? 
(Rigs the Bell.) BY om VE 


5 Enter Dolce. 


Oh Dolce, get me hold its here — (goes 10 
4 table and writes) Ay, ay, Mr. Bouquet 
Hop Merchant.” This I think will fetch him. 
Dolce, call John hither, | 

Dolce. My lady has ſent him out, fir. 

Cranky. Ay, ay, he's running over the 
town hunting the fiddlers—well—oh ! apro- 


pos, Dolce—is not the young man below = 


unt brought me the letter juſt now ? 


Dolce. 


By = 2X tt 


Ws 


* 
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Dolce. Ves, ſir. | 
Cranky. He'll do——ſend. bi up (Evit 
Dolce.) This young man is ſtrongly recom- 
mended to me by my old friend Dr. Num- 


ſkull the reQtor—he ſays he has a moſt ſur- 


iſing genius for oratory Ar and | 
all th that—oh here he comes- 7 


C7 16 a0} 5 60 vek x 
* 


| Enter Mum. 447 ith, 
Now ſhall I be ſtunn'd with a redndent 5 


of words. Your ſervant, fir. 


Mum. Uh! (nods his head,). | 
Cranky. I ink, fir, your name is Mum ? 

Mum. Mum! 

Cranky. You brought me a letter al from 
Dr. Numſkull of Somnus-hall ? * 

Mum. Ay. | | 
Cranky. He writes me word you are a 
great orator and an able diſputant, 

Mum. Ay. 

Cranky. And that your deſign | is to come 


to London to deliver lectures ou elocu- 
tion. 


Mum. Ves. 5 
- Cranky. Have you fix'd upon a. 1 for 
your Er 
Mum. No. 


Cranky. Well we muſt look out for ſome | 
commodious large room for you. 

Mum. Ay. 

Cranky. Are you married? 

Mum. No. 


Cay You defign to nie ** 
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Mum. 3 5 5 [ 2 os 
Cranky ow can't fait-of ucce $ 
the ladies. + among 
- Mum. No. 11 j 'th fot 
Cranky. Your eloquence uſt hve er. | 
erful effect enn, | | 


Cranky. You have the a art rt of perſuaſion? ? 

_ Mum. fes. 5% 

Cranky. Dr. Numfkull report you wt 4 
clever auctioneer. 

. 

Cranky. But I begin to have ſome b 
of your 1 

Mum. Oh ho! 


Cranky. Oh ho! two 61 lables at Tr 


find you 75 a great orator. 
Cranky. But your talents ſeem better a- 
dapted to the Parliament-houſe than the-roſ- 
trum—Shou'd you like it? 

Mum. Yes. 5 

Cranky. Have you much money? 

Mum. No. 

Cranky. Then if you were in Packament 


you would ſoon be a "conſcience out of an 
et. 


Mum. Ay. 


thing i ? 
Mum. No. 


"8... 


Cranky. Will you carry a leteer bor me? 
Mum. Yes. you Y 


Cranky, 


$< 4% & & 7 + 


Cranky. You'd not give your a ayes for no- 


— 


men a fo 2. Of EET. OS 
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Cranky. Here (gives the letter) it's for Mr. 
5 Boiquiet, hop merchant, in Suffolk · ſtreet. 
: Mum. A 


* 

Cranky. Come back. here directly, and 
we'll think of your oratorical ſcheme. ot 
Mum. Oh be! RI + [Exit Mum. 
Cranky. Oh ho ! you are the devil of an 
orator— his words are fo precious he keeps 
them all for the roſtrum. Now for Cecilia ; 
if this Bouquet is at all an eligible match, 
why in the name of goodneſs ſhe ſhall have 
him—I were a malicious old aſs to debar 
my child from pleaſures I can no longer en- 
Jo myſelf—I have had my day, and egad, 

when kiſſes were divided, 'I did not come in 
for the ſmalleſt ſhare—Ah !, the little To 
TG cs I have done with them all. 


' 
* 1 N G. f 


Maidens do not think me ſtupid, 
If I view your charms unmo d, 
What has age to do with Cu ids z 
| Age can, nder again be lov' . ka 


. eee en 

When 5 5 are pre * blood is cold, | 
The heart ſhould not run wild,” 

For he who marries when he's old, | > i 


May kiſs his /righbour's child. 


7 Ae in each deat... 0 if * 
| I could ole, ſwear and e 
7 o obtain the yielding bea 
Kneel and flatter, 
Chorus, When 4 * 
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SCENE II. Beger "PE 
Bouquet and Idle. 


in his book. 
Bru. Idle! I think this will gat ye" 


The Sir reckming money and punving mater 


Lale. If it could but laſt this is a gloriqus 


life of ours. 


Bau. I bid fair for it—as 1 have Y. ever 


baniſhed play from my faſhionable, amuſc- 
ments, blotted it out of my catalogue. 


14. Right, fir; we are 1 to ſpend, our 


money ourſelves. br 
Bou. Lilly, order my vis-a-vis. 3 
lale. Lilly, order my vis-a-vis don't 
like a vis-a-vis] can't loll in it (yawns ) I 
like to loll. 
Bou. Idle, don't tell any one, keep it ſtrictly 


from the people of the houſe here, that I 


was a hop-planter, and you my clerk. 
[dle. Tell Its too much trouble. 


Bou. Idle, charming chemiſtry this of 


mine] what an etherial ſpirit to \tranſmute 
earth into gold. A 

Idle. And gold into pleasure. 3 

Bou. I have reſerved a, ſew Kentiſh acres, 
tho” to ſweeten matrimony. | 

Lale. Yes, but this diſpoſing of one's pro- 
perty is deviliſh Yoo ſh. you 
had done it, all at once. 


122 11 
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| Buu. I have fins enough in my liſt not to 
add that of deceiving ſo amiable a girl as 


Cecilia. 
Lale. Why ſhe would hare you vithout a 


nea. 

— And for that reaſpm 1 wiſh I was 
worth a million — — I could prevail on 
her to elope. 

Lale. That eloping is fo curſed trouble- 
ſome—Elope ! why don't you ſtep up boldly, 
and aſk old Cranky his eonſent? 

Bou. Becauſe I am certain of a refuſal— 
ſme impertinent blockhead has been buſy 
enough ta tell him what an elegant young 
fellow I am. 

Idle. How the devil can people give them- 
ſelves ſo much trouble? _ 

Bou. Yes, the father it ſeems, tho' he ne- 
ver ſaw me, thinks it a high miſdemeanor 
that I ſhould. quit the city, and prefer life 
to exiſtence ; without conſidering, that I am 
at this inſtant a combination of ſancy, taſte, 
and ſplendor. _ 

Idle. You look well enough——T ſhould 
like to dreſs, but its ſuch a Gamned deal of 
trouble. 

Bou. Why I flatter myſelf I am no bad 
match; but if ſhe burns priming, nevet more 
will I take aim by dreſs—never again cock 
my hat a-la-Suiſſe—P'll certainly diſcharge 
my friſeur in a cloud of Mareſchale—pare 


25 nen my Helin 0900 off 
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my vis-a-vis—and return to St. Mary Axe in 


a hackney-coach. Lena bo. 3.rlt tt 
Idle. I would not take ſo much trouble for 

the fineſt woman in England. 

Bou. [Surveying himſelf.) J fancy, Idle, the 

demolition of the looking-glaſs would be the 

laſt operation ; for abſolutely 'tis a moſt 

ſignificant interpreter of the glances of the 


fair. 


* 


S; N 
This face obſerve diſcerning fair, 
Obſerve each motion debonair; 
| This face obſerve diſcerning fair, 
Obſerve each motion debonair ; - 
My Artois Buckles when you view, 
In ſhining ſable ſatin ſhoe, . 


You'll ſay that I'm from top to to, 
A monſtrous handſome city cp FT; 


N 


My humble Wifky I deſpiſe, 

Like Phaeton I mount the ſkies, 
And as I drive away like mad, 
They'll all declare that I'm the lad ; 
And cry he's ſure from top to toe, 

A monſtrous handſome city beau. 


SCENE Ill, 4 Sree.” 


Enter Mum, qvith a letter, and knocks at 
- a door. 5 


Euter a Man. 


Mum. Eh! (gives the letter.) 

Man. | Reads.) Mr. Bouquet, Hop- mer- 
chant in Suffolk-ſtreet.” A Bouquet 

| 55 ad 


1 22 


rn 
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had my apartments theſe three weeks, but 
this — can't be fer him: s 

Mun. No! 9 

Man. No. He R no nne he's 
a man of faſhion and fortune.” © 4 

Mum. Oh? 

Man. He's this inſtant ne out in his 
vis-a-vis==Hop- merchant !-As fure as can be 
—oh, I have it—Hop-merchant ! ha! ha 
ha ! this letter muſt be for my neighbour 
Bowkitt the dancinginiehter. | | 

Mum. Oh to! 1 

- Man. Hop-merchane | | Jet me ſee | BOW, 
—Aye, that's one way of ſpelling B. 
and Q, U, E, T inſtead of kitt,. - and be- 
cauſe he's a Dancing-maſter, they ſtile him 
Nn td Wen W he! * 
ie ! he (9 


"Mum. Ha! 
Man. He lives at that 8 my lad, Hop- 
merchant ! ha ! ha! 15 [Exit Man. 


Enter Bowkitt, ea to a Sarwar! | 


Bow. Ny matter! ſay Tum gene in the 
chariot to gie a ſeſſon to the Counteſs of 
Cotillon— Tol de rol. [ Dances and Sings. 


Mum. Uh! | [ Grves the letter. 
Bow. For me! Ah, ha! [Capets, opens 10 
| IV; and reads. 
« Sir, 


In e of my daughter's 8 par 
tiality to your merit, I can no longer op- 


poſe. 


— TE OO ee anc. at 
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poſe Cecilia's inclination, that I ſhould give 
her hand to you in the Temple of Hymen, 
for which purpoſe, the — wil e 
you to the houſe of, "nab 
| Your-obedient ſervant, N 
nn CRANKY. * 


fo Mob „ a new e ab ha! (Capers) 
Mum. Oh ho! 

Bow. And I am ſingled, aut for dancing 
with her in the Temple of Hymen. The 
Temple of Hymen is ſome new Ball-room 
I ſuppoſe, for I never heard of it before 


{ Iooks at the f. uper ſcription of the letter] BOU- 


QUET—aye it muſt be a perſon of fa- 
 ſhion by not knowing how 'to ſpell my 
name—Hop-merchant ! they have heard of 
my keeping a little Dancing-ſchool in Cler- 
kenwell—-that's unfortunate—-you lead to 
the hcuſe. | 

Mum. Yes. 


. Well n to the Mews-gate, 
then hay for a coach. Caſt off. 


Mun. Hey! 


Boro. Foot it— toll de roll: ¶ Exit dancing. 


SA Oh ho! toll de roll. [Exit W 


SCE N E IV. e hoe. 


Enter Cranky and John. 


Cranky. John is the you man returned. 
44 No, Sir. 1 Foorman.] 
8 p: 4" 46 - Cranky. 


a. &o Fro *.. 


te 


n 
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Cranky.. I am quite impatient to ſee Ceci- 


lia's taſte. 
wht l Hucking. 
Enter John. 

John, A gentleman, Sir, who calls himſelf 
Bowkitt. 

Cranky. This is he—Bouquet, you. block- 
head, ſhew him up. [Exit John] Bowkitt! 
—an Engliſhman i is ſo naturally Antigalli- 
can, that he can't pronounce a word that 


tends to a French ſound-—Oh here's m * 
daughter's fancy — Servant „ 


Emer Bowkitt. 


Bew. Sir, I have the ſuperlative felicity 
to declare, with moſt profound reſpect, that 
I have the honour to profeſs myſelf, your 
moſt obedient, much devoted, humble ſer- 
vant. [ Bows affettedly. 
Cranky. How he ſhews his legs about [a- 
de.] I preſume, Sir, you partly gueſs at the 
buſineſs. on which 1 deſire this favour. _ 
Boto. Yes, Sir I underſtand you deſign 
to give a ball. 
Cranky. A ball ! | 
Bow. Yes, Sir, in the Temple of Hy- 
men. 
Cranky. Oh yes, Sir, my daughter wiſhes 
to offer you her hand there. 
Bow. Sir, ſhe does me a great deal of ho- 
nour : the Temple of Hy men, Sir, of a new 


room © 
C2 Cranky. 


— — 
———— . —˙‚⅛. 


dlance 


—— 


* THE SON-IN-LAW, 


Cranky. New ! I think. its a pretty old 


room, Sir. 
Bow. Hem ! very odd I never heard of it 


before—l mean, Sir, it is ſo ſpacious 


Cranky. Why yes, Sir, believe the Tem- 


le of Hy men is the largeſt room in Europe, 
2 ſcarce a night paſſes that ſome millions 
of couples are not led down in it. 


Bo. A damm d lying old fellow this, 


[afide.] Yes, Sir, the Temple of Hymen is 
pretty much frequented by perſons of fa- 
ſhion 

Cranky. Yes, Sir, and perſons of ſaſhion 
have lately adopted a faſhion of ſetting to 
| croſs partners—But I'll venture to ſay, my 
Cecilia is unfaſhionably virtuous now, and 
I hope will ever remain ſo; but tho' Sis, I 
find you are decreed her partner in this long 


Bow. Long dance! He's very vulgar. 


Ade. 
Cranky. As its a dance that laſts you 


knc Yn 


Bot. I do know, Su- am a compleat 


maſter of all the dances' now uſed in the 
polite aſſemblies of Great Britain, from the 
Scotch Reel to the Minuet de la Cour. 


Cranky. Yes, Sir; but as I am about to 


reſign my child to your care, you'll not be 
_ offended if I frankly tell you, you had much 
better have ſtuck to your Hops, than med- 
dle with Reels and de la Cours. 

Bow. Ah Sir, thanks to taſte and practice, 
I have done with Hops long ago. 


Cranky. . 


THE SON-IN-LA W. 240 

Cranky. More ſhame for you, Sir I aſſure 
you, Sir, attention to buſineſs ſhould be the 
ſtrongeſt recommendation to my favour. 

Bow. Sir, I challenge any gentleman of 
the pump in London, to pay a cloſer atten- 
tion to buſineſs than for beſides my 
rivate viſits to particular ladies in town, 
I've no leſs than eight boarding- ſchools 
firſt, Hay for Hackney—Chaſlee for Ham- 
merſmith— Slide down for Chelſe2-—Croſs- 
over to Batterſea—PFigur?-in to Stockwell 
Promenade to Newington—Boree to Lon- 
don-bridge—and Caſt-down to Bow — ſo 
Sir, you fee I have a pretty general in- 
tercourſe with the ladies. „ 

Cranky. You are a great favourite in: 
deed. | 1 

Bro. Oh Sir—ah ha! [capers. 


g N_ 6% 


With an air debonair, 

I inſtruQ the ladies; 
Charming ſweet and pretty, 
Lovely fair and witty, 

Suſan, Jane and Kitty, 
] eontrive to hit ye, 
Come away, 
All you gay, . 1 
For the dance my trade is, 


Charming ſweet and pretty, 
Lovely fair and witty, 
Prithee come away, 
All you gay, 
For the dance my trade is. 


5 | 3 Cranky, 
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Cranky. But Sir, a word if you have done 
with your quavers and capers— If it is your 
paſſion I ſay Sir, if you are ſo frolick- 
| ſome as thus to dance after all the board- 
ing-ſchools, about town, my daughter can 
expect but little of your company. 

Bow. Sir, I'll be with her three times a 
week. 

Crauky. He'll make a deviliſn faſhionable 
huſband. ([Alide. 

Bow, One hour each viſit, no more time 
can I ſpare, Sir. No, no, cannot neglect 
the boarding ſchools——the ſweet little an- 
gels. 

Cranky. But Sir, if you are connected with 
my family, I preſume you'll have no more 
to do with the little angels. 

Bow. Why * I could not live without 
them. 

Cranky. Here's a fellow going to be mar- 
ried to my daughter, and tells me to my 

face, he can't do without three or four dozen 
little angels. (afide.) And are you really of 
ſo amorous a conſtitution. 

Bow. ]amorous! O fie Sir! I mean all in 
the way of buſineſs. 

Cranky. Oh, then, I fancy my daughter 
will find employment for a cleverer fellow 
than ever ſtood upon your legs. — But ſe- 
riouſly Sir, have you entirely given up the 
Hop- buſineſs ? 

. Bow. Damn the Hop-buſineſs—begging 
your pardon Sir—but I'd rather not have it 
-mentioned—It was a vile drudgery——ex- 
© ceeding 
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ceeding low—— No, no, Sir, the boarding- 
| ſchools for m. 
Cranky. And another 3 for me, 
(afide.) 5 _ you — morning | 
ta you 

Bow. You'll ſend the young lady Sir. 

Cranky. Indeed I will not een won't 
do for my family. 

Bom. Sir, I am extremely ſorry- 

Cranky. Don't let me be raſh 8 
one mh all your "OY 2 an end 
amongſt the brewers? _ 

Bow. The Brewers, Sir. 

Cranky. Zounds Sir, in one 8 bave 
you any rens left? 

Property Sir ! 

Cranky. Yes, property "fv all your 
Reels and Courants, could you ſcrape up a 
little capital to begin the world with. 

. Bow. Here Sir, is the little capital that I 
be gan the world with, and Fl! ſcrape it up 
fe you with all my heart and ſkill. 


[Pulls out a Kit. 
Cranky. He's mad. 
Bow. But my dear Sir, why all this paſſion? 
I never knew, or can imagine that money is 
ſo neceſſary to our agreement, at leaſt on. 
my ſide. Do you find money, I'll find ſteps. 
—ah ha! (capers. 
Cranky. Step. out of my houſe this mi- 
nute. 
Bow. Sir. this is very ſtrange behaviour. 
Co Hop off, Mr, Herde, * 
er 
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Euter Cecilia. 


* 
2 'F o 4 - 8 


Qreil What s the matter? 


Cranky. Why zounds. girl! the, fellow 8 


not nk a ſhilling. 

Cecil. What fellow Sir ? 1 

Cranky. But if you will have him, you 
muſt——you'll repent it, that's all—you'll 
find yourfelf neglected by him. 

Bow. L ſhall not neplet the I dy, Sir. 


| Cranky. Did not you tell me you could 


be with her but three hours in the week ? 
Bow. I did fo, Sir. 


Cranky. There, there, there ; but if you 
will have him you muſt—three hours in the 
week with you only; and yet he's as amo- 


rous as the great Mogul. 
. Bow. Not I Sir, I'm not amorous. 


Cranky. Oh aid! not you tell me you could 
not live without chaſing after the boarding- 


ſchool angels ? 

Bow. Sir, you may be as angry as you 
pleaſe ; but I tell you again, cannot ne- 
glect the boerding- -ſchools. 

Cranky.” There 


poor, and to do him juſtice, I never ſaw an 


uglier fellow in my days—but as he's your 


Choice ——— 
Cecil. My choice ! who is the centleman ? 
| Can y. 


there! there But if y ou, 
will have him you muſt—He is not wor ha 
guinea—he has net as much Hops as would 

produce a pennyworth of two-penny—He's 


3 
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Cranky. Why, who ſhouldihe be but you 
darling Bouquet, the e 1 * N 
Axe. 
| Cecil. Not he indeed, Sit! 
8 No ! why who the devil. is. he 
tnen 4 

Bow. Billy Bowkitt, the — — 
of Suff . 'S:9gg | 

Cranky. A dancing-maſter ? 

Bow. At your ſeryice Sir. 

Cranky. And what brought n F 

Bow. Pray Sir, is this your hand? (/hews 
the letter.) you ſent for me. 

Cranky. I ſend; for a dancing ew me. 
(looks at the letter.) L haxe it, ha! ha! ha! 
3 ha! ha! ha! 

1 no Paper whit is alt tar? 

85. My dear s ffom a con- 
funded blunder of. dene —_ 
WT nt af 

Cecil. How Sir? 15 a 1" | 

| Cranky. Inſtead of wining my letter 
here to your lover Bouquet, he goes and 
gives it to What's your name, my lad? 
Ki Bow. My lad fr * ARR Bowkitt, 

Ir. 4 2 ; 

Cranky. Gives it! . the dancing- 
wry Pi ha ! = 2 you'll excuſe 
what has a ſee what 
has for Ie: 2 . 

Cecil. I knew there muſt be ſome miſtake; 
but now, Sir, I hope you'll rectify it, by 


ſ <nding for Mr. — the mean 
time 
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time I can only teſtify my concern at hay- 
ing been the innocent cauſe of any embar- 
raſſment to this gentleman. - 

Bow. Oh, never mind it madam, I ſhall 
be 1 to dance at your A e 


rp 7 $1 


'T R ih ©. 
Bewwkitt. Your ſo FROM Aer, 
Such a grace ſuch an air, 
I hat you ſwim in the dance, 
| Like a lady from France, 
And will prove when a wife, 


A den partner for life. _ 
And will ae &c. 


| Some fathers 3 buff ene and . 
Inſiſt on their abſolute pow'r,, | 
And give up their children for pelf; 

But Cecilia fince you'll not We” 
To marry the man pleaſes me, 
Een marry who pleaſes yourſelf. 


Fe Wis who, &c. 


( | 


Cecilia. Cupid, Hymen crown our love, 


To a maiden's call attend ; , 

Faithful may the huſband prove, 

When the cher proves a friend. 
177 Tannin . & c. 


Bewwkitt. Cupid, 3 Fo oth 0 1. 
e * dance a . | 

Cranky. Bacchus on n thy Tun appear, es 

7 This i is n 5 0 yen a al 


Cecilia. 
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Cecilia. Let the dance a Hay, 
This is feaſt and holiday, 
This is feaſt and holiday. 


* 
* * 


* 8 * 

Bou Cb id, H hear our p 
7555 Kalt and holida 4 
Let the Graces dance a Hay, 
This is feaſt and holiday. 


F 


- 
5 
, 


Cranky. Bacchus on thy Tun appear, 


This is feaſt and hol —4 


This is feaff, &c. 


; # | , 
End of the fiſt Aft, 
; : 3 43 
.< 
1 
1 
* 
1 "1 _ 
* 
4 
* 2 
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SCENE L As e. in n 
e 3 


Vinegar. 


I KNOW he's at home. Pak 
John. He is not at home indeed, fir. 
Vin. I am ſure he is tho. 
John. Why upon my word fir, he is not. 
Vin. You lie, you lie, firrah, he is above. 


: Cranky, old Cranky, I fay. , I warrant him 


here—Old Cranky, I lay. 


Enter Vinegar and John. 


Ifay, I ſay old Cranky—ch! not here I find 
but, you impudent ſcoundrel, how durſt 


you coritradict me when I ſaid. he was at. 


home ? Anſwer me that. 
John. Becauſe fir, I knew he was oa 
Vin. But you ought to know it was ill 
manners to contradict eh! you plebeian, 
anſwer me. 


John. Sir 1 


Lin. 
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Vn. Do you prate? I'll break your-head 
you n break your head. (offers 
; rl e.) 
John. Sit==Sit=1—if you firiks ine per- 
haps—pertps yot!' d find I'll anſwer you 


111 You impudent audacidous 


Enter Cranky. 
Cranky. Gads me! what's all here to do? 
hey friend Vinegar. 

S me, 851 1 

Why Vinegar, you are always 
wrangling with the ſervants—what have they 
done to you, that you thus declare open war 
againſt chem? 

Vin. War—no war—T'll uſe them as we 
do the French; declare no war, but beat 
them wherever I meet them. 

Cranky, Ves, but.ſhew 4 little leſs of the 


maſter, . and you'll find your ſervant more of 
your friend. Go down ſtairs . Ben John, 


Vin. Ay, go down fairs, Aa tra- 
dict me were you abroad now - anſwer me 
that ? 

Cranky. I wag—yes I was. 

Vin. You were not—but I won't contra- 
dict you becauſe it is not manners—well you 
were out then where? anſwer me that. 

Cranky. I was in ſearch of this Mr. Bau- 
quet, on whom, I find my daughter has fix- 
ed her heart. 

D 35 Vn. 
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5 „ In ſearch of Bouquet not you in- 
S 4 
**Cranky. Upon my word I was tho'. 

Vin. No, but I won't contradict you be- 
cauſe | it wou'd be unmannerly. 

* Cranky. 1 think as you fay, it is ; unman- 
nerly to contradict. 

Vin. Do you go to the club b to-night ? an- 
ſwer me that? 

Cranky. I intend fo. 
Vin. No you don't—but I won't contra- 
dict you becauſe I know what manners 
is. 

Les you 're as polite as a Dutch pirate. 


(Af a 
n. What? ; r 


Ouaunky. 1 20 we e have a fin ſummer be- 
fore us. - 
Vin. Cranky 1 ou call'd me a Pirate 
_ Cranky. Not I—but I won't contradict you 
becauſe it would not be good manners. 
Hin. If you talk of manners, you might 
bid me fit down in your own houſe, | 
.. Cranky. Well, fit down then, and I'll give 
You a bottle of your own Port, 
Lin. I'd rather drink any dry s elſe. 
Cranky, Jchn, 


"C0000. 101% Haw: Jhn. 


a bottle of Port. 
Vun. Yes fir. 
Vn. I'ma fine fellow—anſwer me that ? 


* Cranky. So you are. (Enter John with 
wine and glaſſes. Vin. 


18 


99 
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Vin. You have cauſe to ſay ſo—retire., 
„„ Joh. 
Sing me a ſong, and III tell you a ſtory. 
WY With all my . 


0 0 * 6. w 


1 like the olain __ wichout fine 
Soft cadences, or running ens ; 

I love Lango ce, and ſweet gramachree Molly 
Of ftrike up'the Jorum to chace e 

Or ſtrike, &c. 


With « bottle of Ted, give me Bumper Sq 


And ab Ten Tempeſt of War in bold Banniſter's tones bp 
With old friends and old wine, thus I feel no decay, 5 
But a gentle decline as life paſſes away. 
humour's our waiter, ſo drink and fit till, 
For why ſhou'd we part till old death * the bil 
For why, &c. 


There old Vinegar, that's wy epitaph./ 2 


bd 
£ % 


Vin. 1 wiſh it was. 
- Cranky. Thank you. 
Vin. Did you ſing your beſt? 
Cranky. Ves I did. 
Vin. The worſt ſong I ever bond. 
Cranky. Eh !—But your ſtory. _ 
3 Did you find Rs anſirer me 
df. ws: 4 
_ Cranky. No: ._... 
Vin. You ſoon may. 
Cranky. Where ? 
Vin. In the caſe. - 
1: Cranky, 


ſettling here, and taking a houſe in Portland- 


9 " nds. < 


th 
32 THE SON-IN-LAW. 


Cranky. What caſe? 
Vis. In St. George's fields. 
Cranky. The King's Bench? 


Vin. Yes, he's 2 man of pleaſure. The. 


dog and duck will be his elaghs, and 
he'll travel as far as the Lactarium. 
Cranky. Fat? 
Vin. Think no more of him—T've a huſ- 
band for your daughter. Ty 90 
Cranky. Who is he? ; 8 
Vin. Do you like a rich ſon · in- law? 
Anſwer me that. ü | 
Cranky. Ves. 3 
Pin. That's wonderful, harkee, he's worth 
upwards of an hundred and forty thouſand 
pounds! ves 
Cranky. Is he handſome ? 
Ein. A little gummy or ſo. 
Cranky. Who is he? + 


Vin. A great Italian banker, lately arrived 
from Venice—young and yery rich. 


Cranky. Well! 
Din. Come to London about à matter of 
buſineſs, but he likes it ſo well he talks 


place. 


Cranky. Portland-place, well ? 


Vin. Has conceived a mighty paſſion for | 
Cecilia ſaw her at the = other 
night. I met him at a friends in Lombard- 


ſtreet—he ſpoke in raptures of your daugh- 
ter, and finding I knew yoy gave me a com- 


is 


8. 3 


7 ᷑̃ VKKK»»——ð—Rl ̃̃ ! 1 ⏑—[ ] — a and alt a. ed: a 
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miſſion to break the matter to yOu fine 
affair, is it not? - anſwer me that. 5 


Cranky.” A banker of Venice? at. ö 
Vin. A great thing - young and rich. 
Cranky. A capital hit! if any man living. 


can ſupplant this fop, Bouquet, an Italian 
has the beſt chance—her paſſion for muſic 
makes her exceeding partial to every mig. 
of that country. « 
Vin. He's a prize—don't- let him flip; I 
fancy he'll call on you this evening. I gave 
him your addreſs. I told him you was a 
good - natured, ſtupid old fellow. rte 
Cranky. l'm much obliged to u 
introduce him. 
Vin. No won't, I have buſtntſe——he 1 
come without ceremony, and he'll expect 
none — you know my wa; —I told him your 
character. He, ſays I, (my friend Cran- 
ky,) is tolerably bonelt as the world goes, 
but ſay that, ak you ſay all”——*< J hear,” 
ſays my Italian, Mr. Cranky ſpoke of, as 
a very worthy old - gentleman,” “ No ſuch 
thing fays I, for the only good thing I know 
of him is that he drinks my wine, and pays 
me ready money. ha, ha, ha. 
Cranky. You are very kind. 
Vn. No, no, he'll IC no \ man- 
ners woe you. 1 
Cranky. Not i judges b my com by 
(Ade) What's his name? 4 ye pany: 
Vin. Signor—Signor—curlſe. theſe Italian 
name know it ends with an * 8 
or ſomething that way. 


D 3 F f Cranky. 


9 


— 
* 
6 aha. . 
na GE 


well, 


THE SON-IN-LAW.. 
His coming this evening will be 
quite a-pro-pos, for Cecilia is to have a con- 


_ cert here in the next room, and her ſkill in 


muſic muſt render her doubly amiable to an 
Italian gentleman. 
poſſible that any ching ca can 


Vin. That's im 
He certainly will marry her, mod I'd adviſe 
you to 1 the affair immediately, for 


fear of accidents. 


| Cranky. My dear friend, Idon't know how 


to thank you. 

Vin. I know you don't you 're ſo damned 
unmannerly—farewel, he drinks my wine, 
2 "ages me ready money, Signor, ſays I, 

a, ha. 
Cranky. That was very facetious—he, he, 


he, he, you laughed very hearty at me. 


Vin. Yes, ha, ha, he, "he, and the Signor 
laugh d at you in broken Engliſh. Well 
good by'e. 

Gans, You think he'll come this even- 
mg. 


Vin. Yes, yes, a be- / 


are you going? anſwer me that. 
_. Cranky. Only to ring for the ſervant. _ 
Vin. To 5 A5 for fear I'd flip any thing 


off the ſide- board in the parlour, as I go out 

Is that your politeneſs? oh, Cranky, 
Cranky, I — I never can teach you 

manners, Exit Vinegar. 


Cranky. That you never can indeed 


there's a man——firſt, waiter at a tavern in 


Fleet-ftreet—manries his maſter's widow— 


a vintner 


„ 
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a vintner ten years—commences wine mer- 

chant—and in fifteen years amaſſes a fortune 

of fifty thouſand well done, old Vinegar 
——2 lucky circumſtance tho” if Cecilia ac- 
cepts of this Italian banker for an huſband 
oh here ſhe comes, with a whole of 


fiddles, 4, drums, hautboys, Hes ares og: 
mu out 
Ghar way whe hve the ule of my ca; | 


Exit. 
Enter Ovcilia, and Dolce introducing Bouquet. | 


Dolce. Don't be angry with me, dear ma- 
dam, for promoting this pleaſing interview. 
Cæril. Mr. Bouquet. 
= My divine Cecilia. 
Cl How did you gain admittance ? 
. As one of your band, but 'on hear- 
ing 10 Vinegars voice, 46 am certain he 
knows my perſon, tho“ your father does not, 
for fear of a diſcovery I pop'd into the caſe 
of the double baſk, that hes in Wn . | 
room. 
Cranky. (without) John! 
5 My oe N 2 : 
ce, Mr vet, madam, - re- 
tire to the old Ration, till I am certain Mr. 
Vinegar is gone away, { Kart Dolce. 
Cecil. And muſt we part? 
Bou. But for a moment. [Exit Bouquet. 
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K Enter Dolce. | 


Dole. 1 er Mr. Vinegar is n below / 
ſtairs—but I muſt be upon the watch. 
Cecil. Dolce, my mind is now ſomewhat” 
more at eaſe—my father's caprice may ſoon 


7 


take another turn, and that muſt be in n our 


favour; 
Dolce. Heaven ſend it madam. 


Cecil. expect Signor Arionelli here at my 


- concert—T have a notion of becoming his 


pupil when he comes ſhew him into the 
concert room. ; 
Dolce. Yes madam. 


Cecil. You know him, the Italian Opera 


fing-r, ſpeaks in a ſmall tone like a woman. 
Dolce. Oh, I know him very well madam. 


[Exit Dole. 
72 'V: N G. 
Goddef: of the - magic ceſtus, 
1 * of amorous arts Tag wiles, 


ow can we when cares moleſt us, 
Veil our * in ſmiles. 


- Whilſt 3 in dread ſuſpenſe we tremble, 
Whilſt black cares by fears annoy, a 
4 Vain the effort to diſſemble, e +201 
Hard to wear the face of 1: 


c H © R v 8. 
. + Goddeſs of the magic ceſtus, &c. 
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du Cranky: 
can. John! 


Enter John. 


If a foreign gentleman comes—an Ita 
d'ye — 7 introduce him. [Ne 3 | 
4a.) Run, run, perhaps this is he. 


Ay he'll make ſomething 2 Jo 


like bl 
and - . as eager as LADS 
reports, I' the 
th night, ve wedding 3 


Lig: Eur John. 

John. 8 —1 

92 bug abs ve 
Emer Signos Arionell 


S Sig. Urnblifimo, Signor 
Mr. L * 
48 W age lir—my pame. 
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Sg. I have, fir, a reſpect for her taſte in 
muſic. 

Cranky, Sir, you do her a great deal of 
honour—muſic, fir, is her * . and 
I have always encouraged her in the purſuit 
E —particularly Italian muſic—1 am tranſpor- 
ted with Italian muſic——T'd rather hear a 
Scotch bag-pipe. (afide.) | 0 

- Sig. Sir you are very obliging. '(bows.) 

. Cranky. He has a very drole voice. 
Sg. Sir Jam quite lanquente——for the 
lady. | 


daughter. (afiae.) 


Sig. To convince her — 
Cranky. Oh, fir, time — for that ; 


you ſhall have full opportunity to cultivate | 


a permanent eſteem,  -: 
Sig. I ſhall be careful, ar; ,—diligento i in 
my part to merit her favour. 


Cranky. I'll anſwer for my daughter, and 


for my own part, fir, there's no man in 
England I am more anxious to have intro- 
. duced into my family, from the excellence 
of your character; and therefore, fir, if you 


pleaſe, we'll have every thing ſcttled i imme 


diately. 


Sip. Sir, Pl anſwer that after I Ang, one 
ing. 
Cranky. A Song, ſir. 
Sg. You can 55 
my voice. 


Cranky. 


. Cranky, He's deeply. in Tos with oy ; 


tm a better judgment of 
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Cranky. Oh Sir, your voice is a yery im- 
material point. — gentlemun' O CER, 
Sir is 
Sig. Yes, Sir, but I would 7 you, 
a, that my voice comes up to my e. 


d I fu 9900 he: hes acotieiind 
ſenate of Venice, that he makes ſuch 
work about his voice. [afide] Pray, fi 15 
don me— Are you a ſenator 1 

Sig. Sir! 


Cranky. Perhaps you are a cue per 
liament man. 

Sig. Sir, I don't under ſtand 

Cranky. Then I muſt come to; the point. 
„ we will adjuſt the affair immedi- 
ate 

S But, Sir, after the concert—In the 
mean time, I'll ling van a inn long: 7 


RECII ATI VE. 


In gratitude to thy exalted 
Friendſhip— quit this ſcene 
Of horror and deſpair. 4 
But ah! this exile * 
I ſhall only fly n 
Reſtleſs to tread „ 
The paths of miſery. 


1 Fe 


* 


Water parted from the tw. 
May encreaſe the rivers tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro the ſenile vallies glide. 
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Thy! in fearch of Joſt repoſe, 
ro the land tis free to roant ; 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Cranky. What has a concert to do with 


the buſineſs in queſtion ? In a ſhort interview 
with my daughter you'll be acquainted with 
her qualifieations=we'll ſend for our lawyers 

Sig. Lawyers? Dear, Sir, you are too 
particular, there is no dceaſion for lawyers 
in— 
Cranky. Pardon me, Sir; all thefe little 
formalities properly adjuſted before marriage, 
lays the foundation of future happineſs; 
beſides a proviſion for the children you 
know ts eſſential. 8 b 

Sig. Children! Marriage! I beg your 
pardon, Sir, I did not conſider about—this 
marriage - hut it ſeems your daughter is go- 
ing to be / married. 

Cranky. Certainly—if Fug pleaſe. | 

Sig. I beg your pardon, Sir; I'll take 
my leave for the prefent. 

Cranky. Take your leave! 

Sig. Oh, Sir, I am not at all impatient. 

Cranky. Very odd, [afide.] You are not 
impatjent ? 

Sg. No, Sir; any other time will do 
for me. : : 


Cranky. Sir, you are grown very cool of 


a ſudden. In one word will you be mar- 
n : N 


Sip. 


—— 
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Sig. Sir, I don't underſtand. _ 
Cranky. Will you marry my daughter ? 


_ that's the Engliſh on't. 


Sig. Sir, I came here for a concert. 

_ Cranky. Well, and my daughter is a con- 
ſort for a prince. 

Sig. Sir, .I mean 1 came here to a con- 
cert. 

Cranky. Oh— well Bar for the concert 

But do you like my daughter ? 

Six. She is very beautiful. | 

Cranky. And have you any thing to ſay 
againſt her virtue? 

Sig. O caro, Signor, not me! 

Cranky. Then zounds ! why won't you 
marry her? 

Sip. Sir—Sir=—your daughter i is a very 
fine lad very good lady but for mar- 
riage h it is quite out of my way. 

. Cranky. How ! are your affections engag- 
ed elſewhere ſince you ſaw old Vinegar ? 

Sg. I have no old Vinegai—nor affec- 


tions to any thing but my notes. 


Cranky. Well! every Banker ſhould take 
care of his notes—but he might like a pret- | 
ty girl too. 


Sun. Sir, I reſpect and honour the pretty 


girl but for marriage—it will do for me 


to ſing to the ladies. 
Crwmky. Sir, if you object to marry my 
daughter, you came to my houſe with dif- 


honourable intent. 


Sg. Sir 1 


11; .. _ 
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| Cranky. Sir you diſcloſed your paſſion for 
my daughter to old Vinegar—I believe old 


Vinegar. 
Sis. I dow t underſtand—old Vinegar! | 


_ Cranky. Zounds, Sir 


Enter Cecilia. 


. Cecil. O my ſweet, Signor, we have been 
all languente for your preſence. _ ü 
Cranky. Sweet, Signor! Oh ho! now I 
ſee what obſtructed the marriage oh, you 
wicked girl. 
Cecil. Sir! 1 
' Cranky. Oh, you vile ſeducers. 
ST. Signor! 
Cecil, What's the matter now, Sir 7 
Cranky. After all he won't marry you. 
Cecil. What all, Sir. | 
Cranky. Has he not undone- you 5 
Cecil. Undone me, Sir ! 
- Cranky. Yes you profligate. 
Cecil. Ha ha! ha 
Cranky, What do you laugh at it? Oh 
- ſhe is hardened in her iniquity. _ 
Cectd, Why my dear, Sir, do you know 
who this is? 
Cranky. Oh yes, Ma' am, I know your Ve- 
netian Banker. 
Cecil. Why; Sir, this is Saen Aricnell, 
the e Singer. 


_ Cranky.” 
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Cranky. Nelly, the Opera Singer! marry 
my daughter ——Oh I have miſtook my 
man. 

Sig. Madam, if you pleaſe 1 would ra- 
ther go to the concert. 
Cranky. Ay, ay, go to the concert. 


Sig. La Rin-—gracio, ee 
9 e 


1 


wn, ior Craaky, then Addio ; 
niſh all your vain alarms, 
Te Cecil. Ah, farwell bell idol mio, 

+BY a Briton give your charms, 


[Exit- 


Cranky. I am 1 with myſelf—1 have 
made myſelf ſo ridiculous with the Opera 
Singers and Dancing Maſters I believe 
— —I don't — what —interferes 
in this offair—Cecilia I will be obeyed, 
and therefore I inſiſt that you take —— 
Cecil, Oh, dear, Sir! 
Cranky. The man of your own choice. 
Cecil. "Dion kind, Papa. 

Cranky. Come exhibit your concert room. 
| 


Scene draws 4 A a roam elegantly. 
prepared for a Concert. An Orcheſtra on the 


age, in which is a full band, the caſe f a 
ViOlen ello on r the floor. 


E2 FINALE. 


* 
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Cranky. No longer Cupid's foe child, 
To make you reparation, 
For all your fa Af raxotion, 
Go pleaſe your inclination, 
And take rene lovely beau, child, 


Cecil. Papa, I bumbly thank you z 


Cranky. Tune up your ViTincello, 
E342 | his night PII ſure get mellow, 


0 / Cecil. | And as a kind old fellow, 
Each lover here will thank you, 


Craely. Non more PII be abſurd ; 
If old Nick ſhould hither carry him, 
You this very night ſhould marry bim, 


Bou. I take you at your word. [Son to ag 


Grants. Hark !-hark! far without Abe: 
The voice comes from *. 


Make haſte and let me out. 
Cecil. My lover's i the caſe. 


A lover's in the caſe ? 
[Bouquet comer out. 
V chis your beau my dear? 


— 
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Jeu. - Yes, Sir, and your obedient, 
Crap. And thus you got in here? 


S - Ig he 346 
Gil. Þ A lover's laſt expedient. | 


Cranky. I keep my word her hand here take. 
Cecil. No more you'll play the flaughty rake, 
Bou. For love, I folly here forſake. 


Cecil, Hail, oh harmony divine, 
Parent of the tuneful nine; 
Warbling, ſporting, 
Chirping, courting, 
Love and harmony be mine. 


